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Homes Home 
Sung by Mr. Dispin, 
7 1 ** thong ht,and I've ſaid it, ſinc: I were a boy, 
hat whit folk get aſt y they never enjoy, 
'W ty l was he fame, -t what's home'y I'd ſcoff, 
B w fine if it e med good inany mi es off, 
So big with th's faricy, tho“ but a pour cluwn, * 
hied me aa for to ee te, greit rown, 4 
Where hey pwfb'd me and throng'd me ail one as 4 


+ MCs . 4 ; 
Then they'd (inter an) ſnizger en]! laugh, then l' 
(wear, + . =xhq 5 
Why bu uk n dit Cer fez ſuch finery as this in 
| _ . your place? Vo | 
Cry'd a money in trowſers z why yes, you'd your. 
yore * 7 
. and no I'll have min e—l've 
ſeen pear ck, „ 
And go diinches ten times as ne.. 5 a 
Sollet Ma er White, an wh fd:d long, 
Then humm'd to m felt tne ta: ed of a long, 
SLE: CHORUS. 
 -— Thegorodthatwe wiſh for mayn't mae what we've 


. got, $6 ag | 
Their —_ are theit KinzJom o' re pleas'd with 
their lo, : 5 
And to wha ev+r pace diſenſaa e tolk roam, 
At laſt he Il be forc'd o hy this of weir hame, 
Our friends re as rue, and our wives are ai contly, 
And, d— it, home's h me, bet ever ſo homely, 


So fince for ſtrange fig ts It ton took my ange, 
Faith I zeed ſizhts in plea y, an alf them ſt/anze, 
I zeed ſolks ol in richcs that ple aſurę ne'er knew, 
JI zeed honeſt poverty ric" as a Jew ; 
Time and oft dreft lamb - faſbion, zeed an od ewe, 
Izeed mada s monkey es ſmart as a beaug * 
I 8ced bezu'y and virtue tha ne er kne'y ſhame, 
And I zecd vice caz-(s'd under modeſty's name; 
I zeed a fine he dreſs worth mot than the head, 
I zeed * _—_ their brains out before they were * 
ad, | 
'T zeed rogues of their knavery mating ther bra 
And I zecd fools in coa hes —* ures in rags, * 
And ſtill througd the croud as I whitti'd along, 
I humm'd to myſelf the fag end of a fong, : 


But Wh. t a me moſt was ane day in the 
ar , 8 x 
As the guns were all fir'ng a queer looking ſpark, - 
Cry'd, what nonſenſe and ftuff, wich their fu s an! 
Parade, ; 
S uff and nonſ.nſe, ſaid I, O what's that you faid, 
W by they Gre for victory, and you have you choice 
To goth me, or wich all honeſt lubjects rejotce; 
Mighty wall, cry my (park, but a word in your car, 
The affair. of the natio are curſediy queer, | 
4 Nay tis t ue; we're done up, twill be ſcen by and by; 
ow much did they g ve you to catch me? ſaid 1, 
.  Thecoun'ry's a Od one. all good wen parceive it, 
75 And they hat don't like it, why don't they then 
* leave it; 5 5 
+ Sol left my queer ſpark and went whiſt't: g-along, 
Then I aumm d ts myſelf the fag end of a 0g. f 
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